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Oeorges Perclval Algarnon Jonea, viee-
ident of the Metropolitan Oriental
g company of New York, thirsting tor
romance, s in Calrgp on a buniness trlr
Horace hgl.nuo arrives at the hotel in
Calro with a carefully guarded bundle,
Ryanne sells Jonea the famous holy Yhi-
ordea rug which he admits having stolen
from a pasha st Bagdad. Jones meats
Major Callahan and later s introduced to
Fortuns Chedsoye by a womun to whom
he had loaned 150 nds at Monts Carlo
somé months previously, and who turns
out to be Fortuna's mother. Jones takes
Mra. Chedsoys and Fortune to a polo
game. Fortuns returns to Jones the
monay borrowed by her mother. Mra.
Chedsoye appeara to be engagad In some
mysterlous enterpriss unknown to the
daughter, Ryanne Interests Jones In the
United Romance and Adventurs com-
pany, & concern which for a price will
arcangs any kind of an adventurs to or-
der. ™. Chedsoye, har brother, Major
Callahan, Walince nnd Ryanne, as the
United Romance and Adventure campany,
Kmn o rtuk; Jones.
yanne makes known to Mra. Chedsoye
hia intention to marry Fortune. Mrs
Chedsove deciares ahe will not parmit (t,
Plans are lald to prevent Jonea sailing
for home. Ryanne steals Jones' letters
and cable dlspatches. He wirea agent In
New York, In Jones' namae, that he In
renting houss In New York (o some
triends. Mahomed. keaper of the holy
earpet, s on Ryanne's trall. Hyanne
romisen Fortune that ha will ses that
Sﬂn»f-s comes to no harm as o result of his
irchase of the rug. Mahomed naceoats
Ryanne and demonds the Yhiordes TUR.
Fiyanno tolls him Jones has the rug and
suggests the nbiuction of the New York
merchant as & meana of securing it re-
tirn. The rug disappears from  Jones
ronm,  Fortune quarrels with her mother
when the latter refuses to explain her
mysterious actions. Fortune gets & mes-
shge purporting to be from Ryanne nak-
Ing her to meet him In & secluded place
that evenlng, Jones roecelves o message
asking him to met Ryanne at the Fnglish-
Bar the siume svening, Jones I carried
aff into the desert by Mahomed and hia
accomplices nfier n Asspornte fght Ho
Alseavers that Ryanne and Fortune. alao
are captives, the former {n badly battered
and unconscioun,

enterprise lnvolvin

CHAPTER XlIIl.—(Continued.)

A pood fire was started, and the fu-
nereal nepect of the oasts became
quick and cheerful, A lttle distance
from the blaze, GQeorge saw Fortune |
bending over the Inanimate Ryanne
Bhe was bathing his face with a wet
hatidkerchief. After n {ime Ryanne
turned over and flung hlg arme Hmply
aorogs his face, It was the first sign
of life he had exhibited since the
start. Fortune gontly pulled nside
hle arms and continued her tender
mercles

“Can ! help?™ asked George,

"You might rub lhis wrists,” she
answerad,
It seemed ofdd to him that they

should begin In such a matteroffact

| been In doubt up to the moment when

“You've got lots of pluck.”

“Have 1

“Yes, You haven't asked a gquestion
yer."

“Would It help any?

“No, I don't suppose it would. T've
an idea that we're all on the way to
the home of Haroun-al-Rashid."

“Bagdad,"” musingly.

“It's the rug. But I do not under
stand you in the plcture.”

“No more do L"

With s consideration that spoke
well of his understanding, he did not
speak to her again till food was
passed. Later, when the full terror
of the affalr took hold of her, she
would be dreadfully lonely and would
need to see him near, to hear his
volece, He forced some of the hot
soup down Ryanne's throat, and was
glad to note that he responded a little,
After that helimped about the strange
camp, but was careful to get In no
ona's way. Blyly he took pote of this
face and that, and hls satisfaction
grew as ho counted the aftermnth of
the war. And {t had taken five of
them, and even then the result had |

\

his head hud gone bang against the
stucco. He took a melancholy pride
in his swollen ear and half-shut eye
He hnd always been doubtful regard-
Ing his courage; and now he knew
that George Percival Algernon Jones
wns as good o name ns Bayard,

The cnmelboys (they are onlled
boys all the way from ten vears up to |
forty), having hobbled the beasts,
were porlloning ench n small bundle
of tibbin or chopped straw in addition
to what they might find by grazing.
Funny brutes, thought George, as he
walked among the kneeling animals:
to go five days without food or water,

Rynnne stared Inlo his face. "Yea,"
| thickly, “Where are we?”

“In the desert.”

“Which one?"

"Arabhlan" '

Ryanne irled to sit up nlone,

“"Betler not try to move. They
banged you up at & great rate. Best

| You'll be all right in the morning."
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pame? And how might her presence
torture Ryanne?! Oeorge felt weak
in that bitter moment., Ay, how might
not her presence torture him also?
He hnd never, for the briefest spaoce,
thought of Ryanne and Fortune at the
same time. She spoke, apathetieally
it was true, as |f she had known him
all her life. The wisest thing he could
do was to bring Rysnne to a condition
where he could explain some parts of
the enlgma and be of gome use. Hor
ace!

“I'm golng to have another try at
him,"” he sald.

She nodded, but without mny par-
ticular enthusiasm,

George worked over Ryanne for the
better part of an hour, and finally the
battered man moved. He made an ef-
fort to speak, but this time no sound
jgsued from his lips. At the end of
the hour he opened hls eyes and
gmiled. It was more Ilke the grin
George had once seen upon the face
of a boxer who had returned to the
contest after having been floored half
n dozen times.

“Can you hear me?" usked George.

thing you e¢an do 18 to go to sleep.

wiy. It would be only when they

had fully sdjusied themdelves to the |

gltustion that questions would put \
sorth for answers. He knelt down at
the other side of Ryanne and was- |
gnged hip wrists and arms. Once ho
phused, catohlng his breath
“What Is 1t?" ghe asked |
“A rib seems to hother me. It'H be
all vight tomorrow.” FHe went on |
with his manipulations. |
*1g he badly hurt?" |
“1 ean't say."

His knowledge of anatomy wns not

vide: still, Ryanne's arma and legs
worked gsatisfactorily, The trouble
wna elther In hls head or buck of hls |
rihe. Ha put his arm under Ryanne's |
shoulder and ralsed him. Ryanne |
mumbled some words. George bent
down to catel them, *“Hit "em up in
thiz half, boys; we've got them going
Hell! Got off my head, you farmer!
- ; wo cards, plen
fuce puckered into what was intended '
for o sl Georga Inid lim baok
gently Foot-ball and poker: what |
tad this man not known or seen 11||
ife? Some one cpme botween the |
two men nnd the fire, cnsting a long
sghadow athwart them, George lovlked |
up and saw Mahomed etanding cloge |
by. His nrms were folded nnd his |
face grimly inscrutable.

"Have you any blankets?' naked
George coalls |

Mahomed gave an order. A hlanket |

and two saddlebags wera thrown
down aido unconsclous man,
George made a pillow of the bags and
Iald the blanket over Myanne.

"“Why do you waste your time over
him?" asked Mahomed curiously.

“1 would not let n dog dle this way,”
he retorted.

“He would have let you dle,” raplied
Mnhomed, turning upon his heel.

George stared thoughtfully at his
whilom accomplice. What did the
old villaln !nsinunte?

“Onan, I do anything to make you
mors cbmfortable?™ speaking to For
tune.

“I'm all right. I was chilled a lttle
awhife ago, but the fire has done away
‘with that, Thank you*

“You must eat when they bring you
dood.®

“I'l try to” smiling bravely.

T take her in his mrms, then and
there, Lo appease thelr hunger and
his heart's!

Self-consclousty, her hand stols to
her balr. A color came into her
cheelts. How frightful sho must look!
Neither hafrpin nor comb was left.
ghe threw the strands ncross her
shoalder and plucked tha snarly and
tangles apart, then Braided the whole.
Hae watched her, fascinsted. He had
never aoen 4 woman do this before,

the

It wan almost a sacrilege for him to

“For the 8imple Reaton | DI

to trave! continuously from
live to elghty miles the day! Others
wara busy with the pack-baskets. A
tent, presumably Mahomed's, was be-
ing erected upon a clayey plece of
ground In between the pulme.

wenty-

No one
enterad the huts, even. out of curlos-
ity; so Goeorge was oertnin that the
degertion lad been brought about by
one plague or another, A smaller
tent was put up later, and he was
grateful af the sight of ft. It meant
a little privacy for the poor girl. Great
God, how helpless he was, how help-
leus they all wepé!

An {ncessant clatter, occansionally
interspersed with a laugh, went on,
The Arnb, volike the East Indlan, is
not ordinarily surly; and these
seemed to he good-natured enough,
They eyed George without malice.
The war of the night before had been
all in o day’s work, for which they
had been liberally paid, While he had
spent much tme In the Orient and
had ridden eamels, n regl caravan,
prepared for weeks of travel, was a
distinet novelty, and so he viewed all

dn't Have It to Glve Up"

Ryanne sank bonelt, and George bun-
dled Bim up snugly, Poor devil!
“He'll pull himself together In Lhe
morning,” he pald to Fortune. “1 did
not know that you knew him well"”
"I have known him for eight or nine
years, He used to viglt my uncle at
our villn at Mentone.” ‘She smiled.
“You lnok very odd."

“No odder than I feel," with inef-
fectuanl attempt to bring together the
ends of hlg collarband, “I must be

a glght. 1 was In too much of o hurry
to get there, DId you eat the sonp
and fish?"

“The soup, yes; but I'm afrald that
it will be some time before 1 can find
tha dried fish palatable. 1 hope my
courage will not fall me,” she added,
the firat slgn of anxlety shs bhad
ghown. Bhe was very lonely, very
tired, very sad.

1t 18 quite possible that Mahomed,
coming over, spolled a pralty scene;
for George had some very brave
words upon the ¥p of his tongue.

“Come,” sald Mahomed to Fortune.
*You wlill eleécy In the little tent. No

with fntersst, knowing perfectly well
that witin o few days he would ook
upon these nctivitien with a dull, hope-
lews anger. He went back to the
girl and st down beslde her.

“Have you any idea why you “are
hore?"

“No; unless he saw ‘me In the ba-
swars wilibh Hormes, and thought to
torture him by bringlag me wlong”

Horace! A chlll that was not of the

be so near her at much & moment

Aftarward she drew ber blankel over | ol

A . A,

ght ran over his shoulders. So ahe

one will disturh you."
“Good night, Mr, Jones,
ry; 1 am not afrald.”
George was alone. He produced
one of his precious cigara and lighted
it. Then he drew over hls fect one of
the empty saddlebags, wrapped his
blanket round him, and #at smoking
and thinking till the heat of the fire
replenished from time to time, filled
him with a comfortable drownsineps;
and the clgar, stlll smoking, dropped

Don't wor

back upon the Hard clay mnd slept.
Romance s the greatest thing In the
world; but for all that, & man must
eat and n man must sleap.

The cold dew of dawn was the tonie
that recalled him from the land of
grotesque dreams, He sat up and
rubbed his face briskly with his hands,
drying It.upon the sleeve of his coat,
as hasty and as satlsfying & tollet as
he had ever made. There was no ac
tivity in camp; evideéntly they were
not golng to siart early. The cook
alone was busy. The fire was crack-
Iing, the kettle. was steaming, and
a pot of pleasant-smelling coffes
leaned rakishly against the hot
ashes. The flap to Fortune's tent was
stlll closed. And thera was Ryanne,
sitting with his knees drawn up under
his chin, his hands clasped about his
ghins, and glowering at no visible
thing,

“Hello!" cried George
yourself, eh?”

Ryanne eyed him without emotion.
“When and how did they get you?l"
George Inquired.

“About three hours before they got
you. »Something in & glass of wine.
Dope. I'd have cleaned them up but
for that.”

“How do you feel?"

“Damned bad, Perciyal”

"Apy bones broken?”

'"No; I'm just knocked about; sore
spot in my slde; kicked, maybe. But
ft Isn't that."

George didn't ask what “that" was.
"Where do you think he's taking us?”
“"Bagdad, if we don't dis upon the
way." '

"I don't think hell XIll us.
wouldn't be worth his while,”
"You did not give him the rug.”
“Not 1!

“It comes hord, Jones, T know, but
vour giving it up will save us both
many bnd days, He nsked you for ft
“He dld.”

“Then why the devil didn't you glve
it to him? What's a thousand pounds
ngainst this muddie?"

"For the simple reason I didn't have
it to give up."

“What's that?"

“When | went up to my room, night
before last, some one hnd been there
nhead of me, And at first 1T had giv-
en you the coredit," said George, with

“Found

It

“And Mahomed will notlfy him of
our arrivall™ bitterly.

“Ien't there some way Wwe Iwo
might get at Mahomed?"

“Perhay : but it will take time.
Don't bank upon money. Mahomed
wants his head. If therug . . . "
But Ryanne stopped. He looked be-
yond George, his face full of terror.
George turned to see what had pro-
duced this effect. Fortune was com-
Ing out of her tent. “Fortune? My
God!" Ryanne's legs gave under and
he sank, his face in his hands. "1
ges it all now! Fool, fooll He's go-
ing to get me, Jones; he's going to get
me through her!”

CHAPTER XIV.
Mahomed Offers Freedom.

Fortune had slept, but only after
hours of watebful terror. The slight-
est sound outside the tent sent a
scream Into/ her throat, but she suc-
ceeded each time In stifiing it. Once
the evil laughter of a hyena came over
her ears, shivering. Alone! 8he lald
her head upon the wadded saddle-bags
and wept silently, and every sob tore
at her heart. She must keep up the
farce of belng brave when she lknew
that she wasn't. The men must not
be discouraged. Her deportment
would characterize theirs; any sign
of wenkness upon her slde would cor-
respondingly depress them the more.
She prayed to God to give her the
strength to hold out. Bhe waa afrald
of Mehomed; she was afrald of his
grim emile, afrald of his mocking
eyes: she could not sponge out the
scene wherein he had o gratultously
kicked Horace in the slde. Horace!
No, ghe did not belleve that she would
ever forgive him for this web which
he had spun and fallen into himself
Two things she must hide for the
sike of them all: her fear of Mahom-
¢d and her knowledge of Ryanne's
Irickery

What part In thig tragedy had the
Arah assigned her? Her fingers twined
and untwined, and she rocked and
rocked, bit her lips, lay down, sat up
and rocked nguin, But for the ex-
hnustion, but for the Inaistent call of
nature, she would never have closed
her eyes that uight. .

And her mother! What would her
mother belleve, after the scene that
had taken place between them? What
could she belleve, save that her daugh-
ter had fulfliled her threat, and run
away? And upon this not unreason-
able supposition. her mother would

admirable frankness,

make no nttempt to find out what had

“Gone!" 'There was no mistaking
the dismay in Ryanne's volce.

“Absolutely."

“Well, 1 be damn!” Ryanne threw
aslde the blanket and got up. It was
a palnful movement, and he swayed
a lttle, “If Mahomed hasn't it, and
1 baven't it, and you haven't it, who
the devil has, then?"

George shook hls head.

"Jones we nare in for It. If that
cursed rug Is Mahomed's salvation,
it 1s mo less ours. If we ever reach
the palace of Bagdad and that rug ls
not forthcoming, we'll never noe the
outaide of the walls again.”

“Nonserne! There's an American

called the adventurer by his givep

from hls nerveless fingers, as bhe lay

b S

Portune in a Drop of Wing.
Wine valued at 8,143 a drop la the

haws, 1n Loundation oy

L

Tt {8 estimated that the value of this
wine, which (s owned by the clty, is
elght times greater than the dobt of
the German enipire.

not a gusranty of either culture or
hospltality, It Is the work we do In
the world, not the money we have,
that qunlifies us for fellowship, Every
known belng must do his work well
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| blood,

copsul at Bagdad®

o

“Don't Worry Any More About the Rug, Then.

| Know Whers 1t 1"

bocoma of her. Perhaps she would
be glad, glad to be rid of her and her
questions. Alone! Well, ahe had al-
winys been alone.

The only ray of sunshine In all was
the presence of Jones. Bhe felt,
sulitly, that he would not only stand
hatwaen ber and Mahomed, but also
between her and Ryanne.

“Hush!” whispered George. “Don't
let her see you llke this, Bhe mustn't
know." 3

“You don't understand,” replied Ry-

anne miserably.
“I belleve 1 do George's heart
was heavy., This man was In love

eyes and turned aside his hesd. He
was sick {n soul and body. To have
walked blindly into & trap lke this,
of his own making, too! Fooll What
had possessed him, usually so keen,
to trust the copperhided devil? Al
for the sake of one glass of wine!
With an effort entalling no meager
pain In his side, he stilled the strang-
ling hiccoughs, swung round and tried
to smile renssuringly st the girl.
“You are better?' ahe asked.
There was in the tone of that ques
tion an answer to all his dreams. One
night’s work had given him his ticket
to the land af those welghed nnd
found wanting. Bhe knew; how much
he did not care; enough to read his
gullt,

It appeared to George that she was
acoepting the situation with s philos-
ophy deeper than either his or Ry-
anne's. Not & whimper, not a plaint,
not & protest so far had she made
She was a Roland in petticoats.

“Oh, I'm bashed up & bit,” said Ry-
anne, “I'll get my lega in a day or
so. Fortune, will you answer one
question "

“As many ns you like."

"How dld you get here?™

"“Don't you know1"

George wasn't certaln, but the girl's
volee was cold and aceusing.

IIITII

"“Yes. Waen't it the note that you
wrote to me?"

Ryanne took his hend In his hands,
wearlly. “I wrote you no note, For-
tune; I have never written you a notée
of any kind. You do not know my
handwriting from Adam's. In God's
name, why dldn't you ask your mother
or your uncle? They would have rec-
ognized the forgery at once. Who
gave it to you?"

"Mahomed himself.”

“Damn him!" Ryanhe grew sirong
under the passing fit of rage. "“No,
don't tell me to ba silent, I don't care
about myself. I'm the kind of o man

who pulls through, generally. But
this takes the spine out of me. I'm
to blame; it's all my fault,”

“Say no mora about it.” She be

lleved him. She really hadn't thought
him ecapable of stich bageness, though
at the time of her abduction she had
been Inclined to accuse him. That
he was here, a prisoner ke herself,
wad conclusive evidence, so far as she
was concerned, of his innocence. But |
she knew him to he responsible for |
the presence of Jones; knew him to
e colpable of treachery of the mean-
est order; knew him to be lacking in
generosity and magnanimity toward a
mnn who was practically his benelao
tor. “What does Mahomed want?®

“The bally rug, Fortune. And Jones
here, who had It, says that it is gone.”

“Vanished, magiccarpet-wise,” sup-
plemented George.

“And Jones would have glven it up."

“And n thousand like it, if we could
have bought you out of this'

“Jones and I could bhave maunnged
to get along."

““Wa shouldn’t have maltered,”

Mr. Jones his thousand pounds?"

“Yes, and everything else 1 have,*
quites honestly,

“Don't worry any more pbout the
rug, then. I know where It Is"

“You?" eried the two men.

“Yes, 1 atole It 1 did so, thinking
to avert thls very hour; to save you
from harm,” to George, "and you from
doing n contemptible thing,” to Ry
apne. “It Is In my room, done up in
the blg stéeamerroll. And now I nm
glad that 1 stole it

Ryanna laughed weakly.

Snld George soberly: *“What con.
temptibls thing?" He remembered
Mahomed's words In regard to Ry
anne as the latter lay Insensible in
the sand. :

Hyanne, quick to seize the opportu-
nity of eolving, to his own advantage,
the puszle for George, and at the same
time pulding Fortune away from a
topic, the danger of which she knew
nothing, raised o hand. *“I bribed Mo
homed to kidnap you, Jones. Don't
be Impntient.
when I Injd before you the prospectus
of the United Romance and Adven:
ture Company. I wlahed to prove to
you that the concern existed. And so
haere Is your adventure upon approval,

rug. Mahomed was to carry yuu into
the desert for a week, and by that
time you would liave surrendered the
rug, retwned to Calro, the hero of n
full-ledged adventure,
mess of it I've made. 1 forgot, next

of late begun to look
stend of dreamn.
a word of this amazing confesslon, de-
spite the additional testimony of For

made to her in the bagaars,
“The biter bitten,” was George's
aole comment
Ityanne breathed ensfer,
(TO BE CONTINUED,;

When Phllosophy Comen Easy.
A philosopher who dled receatly lefi
a fortune of §1,000,000,

with her, too, ¥
Ryunne atrock the tears from hia

might eay, nceounts for the philosophl

discovered the asaptio precautions to
bo taken after surgleal operations,
‘Lister, much like Harvey, who proved
the theory of the -eim:l“tfu' of the

o et s

be practically eriminal to perform um-
Listor wan evidently that rare product,
ovon fare e the medical pr
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|
“And would you have returned tec

You laughed nt me

I thought, of course, you still had the

Lord! what a
to this bally rug, Mahomed loved me.”
The hitherto credulous George had

to facta In
Ha dld not bellave

tune, rolaiive to Ryanno's statements

which, wa
cainess of hls philesophy~Detrolt

Tess—0Oh!
| mustn't ask papn tonight.
| whola lot of money in stocks today.

Tom—Just the right, time then. He
won't have nerve enough to lecture
me shout the care of money.

Tom, dear, You

He lost &

no,

Autamaobile Aroma.

Farmer Hiram was mending the
front fence when an automoblls
whizzed pnst, emitting a trail of blue
smoke from ile ollchoked engine.

Farmer Hiram's hand went to his
nose, When the car had disappeared
far down the lane and the smell had
died away ho ventured to address the
hired man.

“Sam.” he gald, “they may be swell
olty fallers an' all that; but they cer-
tainly was smokin' some vile see-
garg."

There Are Others.

“What are the principal activitles
of the officlal position otr friend oc-
enples?"

“"Thase invalved In holding on to it,"”
replled Benator Sorghum,
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mﬂpidlym in pop-
ular favor,

Post ' -
»
Toasties
good milk, or preserved fruit,
make a most appetizing dish
for breakfast, dinner, or sup-
per.
These delicious

“‘

i

toasted

i ires Praas flaky bits of white corn have \

3 a delicate taste that is very e

— e || pleasing at this time of year, i

many fortile reglonn that have never | '

been vislted by a Kuroopun. The Post Toasties are economi- o

largest stretch of un cal, make less work for the %
" t [| busy housewife please v




